
TbeTragedieof ' 

Further I fay, and further will maintaine, 

Vpon his hadlifc to make all this good, 

That he did plotte the Duke of Glofters death, 

Suggeft his 1'oone belecuing aduerl aries, 

And confequently like a T raitour Coward, 

Sluete out his innocent foulc through ftrcamesof bWj 
Which blood, like facrificing Abels, cries, 

Euen from the tonguelelfc Cauerns of the earth, 

To mefor iufticc, and rough chaftifement: 

And by the glorious worth of my difcent, , 

This arme (hall do it, or this life be fpent. r 

King. How high a pitch his refolusion foares t 
Thomasof Norfolkc, whatfayft thou to this? 

Mow. Oh let my Soueraignc turne away his face, 
And bid his eares a little while be deafe, 

Till lhaue told this (launder ofhisblood, ' • / ivj' 

How God, and good men, hatefo foulc a lyer. 

King. Mowbray, impartiall are our eyes and eares* 
Were he my Brother} nay, my kmgdomes Heire, ’ 

As he is but my fathers brothers Sonne, 

Now by Scepters awe I make a vow. 

Such neighbour rieerenes to our facred blood. 

Should nothing priuiledge him, nor partialize 
The vnftooping firmenelfeof my vprightfoule : 

He is ourfubieft Mowbray, Co art thou, 

Free fpcech and fearelelfelto thee allow, 

^M<m. Then Bttllmgbrooko , as low as to thy heart, 
Through the falfepadage of thy throat thou heft : 

Three parts of that receipt I hadfor Callice, 

Disburft I to his highnelTc Souldiers-, 

The other part referu’d I, by confcnt, 

For that my Soueraigne Liege w as in my debt, 

Vpon remainder of a deere account. 

Since laft I went to France to fetch his Queenc : 

Now (wallow dovvne that lie. For Glocefters death ! 

I (lew him not, but to mineowne difgrace 
Negleded my fw@me dutv in that cafe : 

Fot yoti uiy rtoble Lord of Laiicafter, .- n i 1 
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Richard ike Second* 

honourable Father to my foe, 

T* 1 airi 1 lav anambufh for your hfe ; 

Mrefpafte that doth vexe my grieued foule; 

Ah buterel laft recenfd the Sacrament, 

fj’d confelfe it, and exaftly I begd 

WhTchinmyfelfel bolulyw.il defend, 

Sdentcrchangeably hurle downe the gage, 

Voon this ouerweeningTrajtors footc, 

Toorooue my felfe a loyall Gentleman, 

Len in the beft blood chambrcd in your bofome t 
In haft whereof, moft hartily I pray- 
Your hiehnelTe to affigne our tnall day, 

Kim Wrath kindled Gentleman, be rulcdby me,. 

Lets pvreethis cholerwithout lettmgbloud, 

This we preferibe, though no Phificon : 

Deepe malice makes too deepe indihon c 

Forget, forg.ue*, conclude, and be agreed. 

Our Doftors fay, this is no month tobleed: 

Good Vnckle,let this end where it begunne*, 

Weelecalme thcDuke of Norfolk?, you your fonne. 

Gam. To beamake-peace^fh all become myage: 
Throw downe (my fonne) the Duke of Norfolks gage.- 
King. And Norfolkc, throw downe his.^ ■ 

Cam. When Hatrie, whed? obedience bids. 

Obedience bids I (hould not bid againc.^ 

King. Norfolk e, throw downe we bid, there is no boote. 
Mow. My felfe Ithrow (dread foueraigne) atthy toot© 
My life thou (halt commaund, but not my lhame : 

The one my dutie owes j but my faire name, 

Defpightof death that liuesvponmy graue. 

To darke Difhonorsvfe, thou (halt not haue • 

I am difgraft, impeacht, and baffuld-hcere 5 

Picrftto the foulciwith (launders vcnomdfpeare»_ 

The which no balme can cure, but his heart blood. 


